i3 cheri?
'There, you see!3 jeered Roux.

'A blow  to  the  chin,  without  a  doubt.'  Monsieur
Duclos's pince-nez were quivering with anger.
'Bah!' said Roux savagely. 'Look!'
He turned to me suddenly, grasped my left wrist, and
pulled. Instinctively I drew back. The next moment 1
felt myself falling. Roux grasped my other arm and held
me up. There was amazing strength in his grip. I felt
his thin, wiry body stiffen.  Then I  was  standing on
my feet again.

'You see!' he crowed. 'It was jiu-jitsu. It is a simple
hold. I could have treated this Monsieur here as the
English major treated the man from the yacht.'
Monsieur Duclos drew himself up and bowed curtly.
'An interesting demonstration. Monsieur. But unneces-
sary. I can see perfectly well. It was a blow to the chin.5
He bowed again and strode off towards the hotel. Roux
laughed derisively after him and snapped his fingers.

'An old cretin, that one,' he said contemptuously. 'Be-
cause we pretend not to notice when he cheats, he thinks
we see nothing.'

I smiled noncommittally. Mademoiselle Martin began
to compliment him on his handling of the situation. The
two Skeltons had begun a game of ping-pong. I wandered
down to the lower terrace.

Beyond the inky darkness of the trees I could see two
silent figures leaning against the parapet. It was the Major
and his wife. As my footsteps grated on the path he
turned his head. I heard him say something softly to her,
then the two of them moved away. For a moment or
two I stood listening to their footsteps dying away up the
path, and was about to move to where they had been
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